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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



FOR BARBARA 

Aged three and a little over 

SLEEP THE MOTHER 



Sleep, the mother, 

Has taken her over. 

She has slipped from my arms 

Into the arms of this other, 

Who has touched her softly, 

Who has flushed her with dreaming. 

This is not the same 

Sleep who gathers men 

Heavy with labor, 

Women drugged with pleasure. 

This is the mother 

Of little children only, 

Moving as a wind 

From white spaces, 

Flushing their faces 

With a soft flame, holily ; 

To whom the mothers of the earth 

Give up their children 

Joyously, with a clean gladness, 

With only a little sadness, 

Such as hurts mothers 

For their mortality. 

For they remember also, 
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Remembering swiftly, 
Death too is a mother! 

But now her lashes curl delicately, 
The blue veins of her eyelids 
Show sweetly in the soft skin, 
Her red mouth droops slowly. . . . 

Hovering over 
The child she is holding 
Is Sleep, the white mother, 
With arms enfolding! 

ELF-CHILD 

They'll get your rollicking spirit pretty soon, 

Taming you to the observances of days. 

They'll teach you how to tread the ordered maze, 

Little wild baby dancing under the moon — 

Not to go prancing at the call of the loon, 

Mad little darling of the runaways! 

Of conversation, manner, prim delays 

They'll tell you — and nice use of the fork and spoon. 

Oh please, oh please don't let it be all wasted 
That you from streams have drunk a dear delight, 
You who have lived with faery and have tasted 
Delicate rumors, stirrings of the sprite. 
Do sometimes put your fingers to your nose, 
And still go dancing on your little toes! 
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